would inevitably have to be used, and perhaps just because it was built
up to such proportions! It was a subject of which no one spoke. I don't
know. The world was in a jam. Great changes coming. And there was
something in the air then—May, 1957—that made everyone afraid of
something he couldn't define.
The American newspapers were nasty because I said publicly that they
had not been telling us the truth over there at home about Russia, and
were I in Stalin's place I would kick them out, all correspondents, and for
the good of everyone concerned, There were a few exceptions. I named
them. Walter Duranty was one.
There were at the Congress architects from Spain who told us of the
restoration of old Spanish buildings undertaken as soon as the bombing
had ceased—long before either side had won the war* Thoro were archi-
tects from Turkey, Ankara, Jerusalem. From Finland, Rumania, Sweden,
Norway, and, of course, England and France. But most interesting were
the native architects from the fifty-eight Russian States stretching off
toward Tibet and toward Batum on the Black Sea. In all there was an
ideality, an eagerness to learn, I had never seen before. A solidarity diffi-
cult to believe in. Comradeship was everywhere as they filled the great
circular foyer of the Hall of the Nobles and gathered in groups for dis-
cussion of what had already or was just about to take place*
When we got further in to the country I was surprised to find the same
flowers and trees we have here at Taliesin, and see them fighting the very
same weeds at the Kolkhoz until I learned that the latitude is the same.
The belts of similar foliage, bird and animal life seem to encircle the
globe in strata according to latitude. Longitude doesn't matter much*
We stopped at the Metropole—historic old Europoanized caravansary—
until we went to Sukhanov. Sukhanov is the Russian Taliesin* The same
rural loveliness—oaks, pines, white birches, and wild flowers. The same
herds and the same birds and similar architects.
But the buildings were of the ancient order—an old palace, a big cir-
cular room with a big circular table at which the architects sat with their
families and guests, to be fed from provender which they raised themselves*
Their herd was twice the size of ours on four hundred acres where we have
about a thousand.
We liked the Russians and they liked us, I had liked them Back in 1915
to 1919 when I had invited Russian refugees from the Revolution (there
were so many in Tokio) to my apartment at the old Imperial Then it was
the Russian of the old Regime I liked$ now in 1957 it was the Russians
of the Soviet proletariat. The women I thought much the same in both
regimes. In them the Russian spirit, regardless of circumstances, shone
through. With the men it was quite different—in favour of the prole-
tariat.
Ii^iay Tokio apartment was that rarity in Tokio, a grand piano* (I had
one on the Ginza.and bought it*) The food at the
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